Coventry Patmore

Then sleep the seasons, full of might,

While slowly swells the pod
And rounds the peach, and in the night

The mushroom bursts the sod.

The winter comes: the frozen rut

Is bound with silver bars;
The snow-drift heaps against the hut;

And night is pierced with stars.

^ Lady Moon
LORD HOUGHTON
LADY Moon, Lady Moon, where are you roving?
" Over the sea.95
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you loving?
" All that love me."
Are you not tired with rolling, and never
Resting to sleep?
Why look so pale and so sad, as for ever
Wishing to weep?
" Ask me not this, little child, if you love me;
You are too bold.
I must obey my dear Father above me,
And do as I'm told."
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you roving?
" Over the sea."
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you loving?
" All that love me."